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Summary: 


Mike Wheeler is your usual shy geek with a little friend group, who 
just started high school. But he has been through so much. Not just 
him, all of his friends and others. So how could he do it. He was 
saving his friends. Thats all that matters. Mike is there for everyone, 
but who's there for him? 


1. Weak Wheeler 


Author's Note: 


This is my story but the fandom is not. Everything 
goes to the Duffer Brothers, the amazing creators. 
They created this world. I just used the characters 
and gave it a bit of a different storyline. This story 
takes place a few weeks after Eleven and Will have 
moved. Mike is the main character through it all. I 
hope you enjoy. 


Mike Wheeler was sitting down at a desk. He looked down at his test 
that had been given to him thirty minutes ago. Finished, he thought. 
Mike was just waiting for the final bell to ring. He had ten more 
minutes until school would be over for the day. He had survived his 
first week of high school last week. 


This was his second. He couldn't wait to call El and hear her voice. It 
had been three weeks since they moved away, and Mike missed all of 
them, El a bit more though. As Mike waited, he looked around until 
he found a window. But he couldn't concentrate on the fascinating 
features of the outdoors. 


Mike had his mind on a certain girl. Mike turned his attention to his 
watch, Eight minutes left, he thought. Finally the time got the best of 
Mike and he started tapping his foot and doodling on his quiz paper. 


When Mike looked back at his watch once more there was two 
minutes of class left, and everyone was packing up. Mike was already 
packed up, so he was ready to go. Finally the bell rang, and Mike 
bolted up out of his seat, put his quiz into the Quiz Tray, and left the 
classroom. 


Mike finally made it to his locker and he quickly searched his locker 
for that paper. "Are you looking for that paper again?" A voice said. 
Mike was startled by the voice, until he looked at his red-headed best 
friend. "I know I have it, I know I brought it." Mike said, more to 
himself than Max. 


Mike moved his hands all through his locker. Nothing!, he thought. 
"Shit!" Mike said. "Are you sure you didn't leave it at home again?" 
Max asked. "No, I was sure I brought it. But, damn, I must have left 
it, again." he responded. 


Mike put his head in his hands. "Well, lucky you have me." Max said. 
Mike looked up and saw the redhead holding up a slip of paper. "But 
how?" Mike asked. "I saw it slip out of your pocket last period." Max 
said. "Max Mayfield, you are a life saver!" Mike said, a smile creeping 
onto his face. 


"Well, thats a bit of an overstatement, but yeah. Here you go." Max 
said, handing Mike the slip of paper. "Thanks."he said. They started 
walking towards the exit. "So what did you write her this time?" Max 
asked. Mike knew she was talking about the slip of paper, and who it 
was for. "You didn't read it?" Mike asked. "No. It's yours.Not mine." 
Max stated. For once Mike was surprised by Max's actions. 


She always read the little papers he brought to school or had 
forgotten to bring. Mike opened the paper to reveal a poem written 
by himself for El. He handed the paper to Max. While Max read, Mike 
had memorized the whole poem, so he read it to her. "One day it 
sprouted, it blossomed, into something beautiful. That beautiful 
things was a simple, plain, rose. That rose sat there for months. Until 
one day a boy came to the field, and he looked around for a flower, 
and spotted the rose. He thought the rose was beautiful, just like his 
love. That boy was me and in that moment you were that beautiful 
rose, you still are." Mike ended. 


Max was surprised by this, Mike could never remember what he 
wrote. When Max didn't say anything, he took the paper and started 
thinking, What if she doesn't like it? He was a good writer, he was 
the best in his class. So why was Max not talking? "Maybe I should 
put more, you know, to make it more romantic." Mike said shakily. 
Did Max not like this one? Mike didn't know. "No, Mike. It's fine. Well 
it's not only okay, it's very well written." Max said. 


Mike let out a breath as they walked toward the others and their 
bikes. "So you like it?" he asked. "It's one of my favorites, out of the 
twelve you've written." Max said. Mike was happy that at least one of 
his friends' liked his writing. Lucas said it was okay, Will said it 


wasn't is cup of tea, and Dustin, well, was being Dustin and said 
nothing. "Finally, I thought you two would never make it out." Dustin 
said. 


"Yeah, I agree. One week in that hellhole, and it is like being 
swallowed up." Lucas agreed. Dustin, Lucas, and Max got on their 
bikes. "Aren't you coming Mike?" Dustin asked. "Oh no, not today." 
Mike replied. "Why not?" Dustin asked, obviously oblivious of the 
day. "I know why." Lucas said, finally realizing what day it was. 
"What is it." Dustin asked Lucas. "It's Wednesday, Dustin. Think about 
it. What has Mike been doing for the past two weeks, on a 
Wednesday?" Lucas explained. Dustin finally caught what Lucas was 
saying. A smile crept on Dustin's face. "You're going to send your 
weekly letter to El." Dustin said dreamily. Mike just stood there and 
rolled his eyes. "I guess that means we're not going to the arcade 
today." Max asked. "No, it doesn't mean that. I'll make it on time. I'll 
radio you if I can't." Mike said. "Well, we'll see you later man." Lucas 
said. "Bye, Lucas." Mike responded. Mike waved at his friends. When 
Mike saw nothing more of his friends' bikes, he ran into the school 
again to get an envelope. 


"Mr.Wheeler, what are you doing at school after hours?" asked the 
office secretary lady. "I need an envelope, please." Mike asked. He 
didn't know the secretary lady's name yet. "Again, it is the second 
time this week." she said. "I know. But I send a letter to my girlfriend 
every week, and I don't have an envelope." Mike explained. "All right, 
all right. Just give me a minute." the lady said, and she got up and 
left. As Mike waited he looked out of the office window and saw a 
boy walking. This boy was about Mike's height, but looked older. 
Mike scrunched his face in confusion, but that only lasted a second 
because the secretary lady came back with the envelope. "Will this 
satisfy you, Mr. Wheeler?" asked the secretary lady. "Yes, thank you." 
Mike said. Mike rushed out the doors of the school so fast that he 
didn't see that two boys were spray painting his bike. Mike noticed 
this as he turned his attention to his bike. He walked up to the boys 
and said, "Hey, what are you doing?" The boys turned around and 
looked at Mike. Both boys were about his height, and both had dark 
hair. But one had brown eyes, wore glasses, and had flattened black 
hair. The other had blue eyes and hair that was covering his 
forehead, which was covered with a wool hat. The one with the with 


the wool hat was the first to talk. "What does it look like to you, 
Wheeler?" he asked. "Um, it looks like vandalizing. That's what it 
looks like," Mike said, matter-of-factly. "Yeah so," said the one with 
glasses. "That's illegal," Mike stated. "Who says?" challenged the wool 
hat boy. "The law, that's who says," Mike said. 


Mike said, shoving the wool hat boy away from his bike. But Mike 
heard one of the boys exclaim. "Oh! What is this?" they said. Mike 
turned around and saw that the boy with glasses had his poem. "Hey! 
Give that back! Now!" Mike demanded. "Into something 
beautiful....look at this guy, Zack," said the one with glasses. Mike felt 
a burning in his chest. He knew what this was, he had felt it before. 
Mike felt it when El was gone, and he didn't know if she was alive. It 
was anger... no, it was rage. Before he knew what he was doing, Mike 
pushed the one that 'Glasses' had called Zack. But Mike had no 
intention of fighting, he just wanted his poem back. 


"Oh, you're dead Wheeler," 'Glasses' said. Mike wasn't quick to react 
so he soon felt a sharp sting on his cheek. Mike stumbled back into 
his bike, but he felt a tug on the front of his shirt. He was being 
pulled by one of the boys. Mike tried throwing a punch, but he 
missed and instead got a kick to the stomach. This time, Mike fell 
down. He may have been taller, but not that much stronger. The one 
that was called Zack got on top of Mike, and started throwing 
punches in the direction of Mike's face. He put his arms up in 
defense, but they were ripped away. Mike felt something warm and 
liquid in his mouth after a few blows. 


Then Mike felt a sharp pain in his ribs. Is this what Steve felt when 
he got beat up? Mike was sure 'Glasses' was kicking him in the ribs. 
"Hey, he's had enough, Zack." Mike heard someone say. He wasn't 
sure who it was, but they had just saved him. Mike felt a sharp pain 
in his ribs once more. One last wasn't enough, he thought. He could 
barely get up. Mike struggled to lift his head, but the person that 
saved him took Zack's place on top of him. Mike finally saw who it 
was. He could remember the blue eyes and the curly brown hair 
anywhere. Troy Walsh was standing over Mike. 


Mike remembered what Troy had done to him and Dustin. Troy had 
made Mike jump off a cliff to save Dustin. Troy picked at Mike when 
El had disappeared, but Mike had gave him a big punch to the nose. 


Troy had not messed with Mike since then. "You're looking taller 
Wheeler," Troy laughed, "Where's your little girlfriend." Mike tried to 
get up again, but Troy pushed him down once more. "I wouldn't try 
that. I saved you because I have a proposal for you," Troy said. "I 
don't want to hear your proposal," Mike spat at Troy. "Well, you see, 
you're going to have to hear my proposal. Or you can get beat again. 
See my boys over there. Zack and Alex will beat the shit out of you 
until you accept," Troy said. Mike just glared at Troy. "Good! You 
made it so much easier. Here it is, you join my friends and I. You do 
a few jobs for us and I'll leave you alone. I'll give you a day to think 
on it," he proposed. Troy got off of Mike and said, "You might want to 
get that checked out." Once their laughter died, Mike just lay there 
trying to steady his breathing out. 


Mike finally made it home and ran to the bathroom. He spit the 
blood out of his mouth for the fifth time. There was a big bruise on 
the side of his face, along with a small gash which was bleeding. 
"Goddamnit!" Mike yelled in frustration. He hit the sink a few times 
with his fists. Mike then felt a pain in his knuckles. He looked down 
to see that his knuckles were bruised and had also started to bleed. 
This made Mike even angrier. He let out a frustrated cry and let his 
head fall. 


He cleaned himself up and went to his room. As Mike lay down, he 
thought of Troy's proposal. "Screw his goddamn proposal," Mike 
muttered to himself. He wasn't going to join whatever the hell Troy 
was in. The bully who bullied him and his friends, and made fun of 
Will while he was missing. No the hell not. "I'm not," Mike said to 
himself. Then he remembered that the others were awaiting his call. 
Mike shot up very quickly, which ended with a sharp pain from his 
ribs. He ignored it and picked up his SuperComm. "Hello? Anyone 
there, over?" Mike asked. 


When no one picked up, he set his Supercomm down and lay down. 
About three minutes passed, when someone suddenly picked up. 
"Hello? Mike are you there, over?" Lucas's voice came through Mike's 
SuperComm. Mike reached over and grabbed the walkie and said, 
"Yeah, I'm here. I don't think I'll be able to go to the arcade today, 
over." "What do you mean, 'I come to the arcade today', over?" Lucas 
asked. "I fell off my bike on the way home and landed on the ground. 


That's why, over," Mike said through the walkie. "Okay, I guess. I'll 
tell the others. See ya Mike. Over and out," Lucas said through the 
SuperComm. After that Mike was alone, in complete silence. He 
didn't know how long he had been lying in bed, but he soon drifted 
to sleep. 


Mike was waken up with the sharp pound on his bedroom door. 
"Mike, open up," said a very familiar voice. Mike sat up quickly, 
which ended with a wince. He looked at his watch, he'd been asleep 
for about 30 minutes. "Mike, if you don't open this damn door- I 
swear. Mike!" Max's voice sounded behind his bedroom door. How 
the hell did she get into my house, Mike wondered. But instead of 
sitting on his bed wondering, Mike got up and opened the door. "Hey 
Max. What's up?" Mike said. Of course, stupid Mike, he forgot to 
cover up his bruised face. "What the hell?" Max questioned. She 
reached put to pull Mike's face closer to her. Mike felt a sharp pain in 
his body at the quick action. She looked at him quickly. Max knew he 
got uncomfortable quickly. Once she finished her inspection, she let 
go of Mike. "Who did this to you?" Max questioned. 


Mike just pulled her into his room and asked his own question, 
"How'd you get into my house?" "Your mom let me in," Max stated, as 
if it was the most obvious thing in the world. "What! My mom, she's 
home?" Mike asked. When Max shook her head in conformation, 
Mike just about had a heart attack. "Holy shit! She can't know about 
this. Damn it, she's going to never let me out of her sight again!" Mike 
exclaimed in sheer panic. "Mike! Calm down, just tell me what 
happened," Max demanded. "What do you mean, I thought Lucas told 
you," he responded. 


"He did, but I thought there was more," she replied. Mike hung his 
head in defeat. "Okay, but you cannot tell my mom. Promise?" Mike 
said. "Yeah. Okay, I promise." Max responded. "What I told Lucas was 
a lie," he started. "I knew it! You are usually up to going to the 
arcade." Max said. Mike nodded his head in agreement. "I didn't want 
to worry you guys, so I lied. I thought that if you guys didn't know, 
then no one would have to worry," Mike explained, feeling ashamed. 
Mike looked to the ground, he didn't know if he want to tell Max the 
actual truth. He didn't know what to do. 


It took him some time, but soon Mike knew what he had to do. "What 


really happened was as I was riding home to drop my bag off, I 
crossed the street. And I swear, there were no cars. But it came out of 
nowhere. A car was speeding towards me, and it hit me. But the 
driver must have seen me, because he slowed down. The impact hurt. 
He must have slowed too late," Mike finished explaining the lie. 


He felt awful for lying to his best friend, but he didn't need her to 
worry. "Oh my god, are you okay?" Max asked. "I'm fine, but I landed 
on my face. That's how I got this," Mike explained, pointing to the 
side of his face. "Where is the driver?" Max asked, angrily. "I didn't 
get a good look, but he did carry me over to the sidewalk," Mike 
sighed. Max relaxed a bit at this, but there was still a lit fire there. 
"Do you need help patching that up?" Max asked. "Yeah, I guess," 
Mike mumbled. 


The next thing Mike knew was he was getting even more cleaned up 
by Max. "Ow!" Mike whined again, for the second time. "Oh, stop 
your whining, you little girl," Max said. "I'm not- ow- whining," he 
replied through his pain. "Yes you are. I'm not even halfway done, 
and you're crying like a wuss," Max said, putting a hydrogen 
peroxide-filled cloth on the side of his face. Mike jumped once the 
cloth touched his face. "Goddamnit! That hurts!" he shrieked. "Shut 
the hell up Mike," she said, "You don't want your mom to come up 
here. Do you?" "No," Mike mumbled. 

"Then shut up so we can be done," Max stated. Mike just sat there and 
let Max clean his face up. He had a usual 'Ow' in between the 
peroxide-filled cloth touching his face. He would get a look from 
Max, the look telling him to shut up. But after a half hour of cleaning 
up, Max was finally finished. 


"Alright. I'm done," Max said, the tiredness apparent in her voice. 
Mike would have told her about the searing pain in his ribs, but he 
could see that she was tired. Also she had already done enough for 
him. "Thanks Max," Mike replied. "You really are a lifesaver," he said. 
Max just gave a tired smile. To be honest, Mike did try to help within 
that 30 minutes. But Max told him to hold still and shut up. 


A few minutes later, Mike and Max were explaining to Mrs. Wheeler 
what happened to Mike. She would find out soon enough, so best to 
tell her now. "Where is the driver! I would like to get him arrested!" 
Mrs. Wheeler exclaimed. "Mom, it's okay. He carried me to the 


sidewalk and he brought my bike over as well," Mike said. "That does 
not excuse his actions. He ran over you, and was clearly going over 
the speed limit," Mrs.Wheeler said angrily. "Mom, really. I'm fine. I'll 
be more careful. I'll even wear a helmet," Mike said. 


"Are you sure?" Mrs. Wheeler asked. "Yes mom, I'm fine," he replied 
with a smile. "Well, fine. Thank you, Max. For cleaning him up," Mrs. 
Wheeler said to Max. "Oh, no problem. I should get going," Max said. 
"Are you sure? Can't you stay for dinner?" Mrs. Wheeler asked. "Oh 
no, sorry. I have to get home soon," she explained. "I'll walk her 
home, mom. If that's fine with you?" Mike asked, looking at Max. 
"Yeah, that's fine," Max said, shaking her head. 


Mike stopped in front of Max's house. "Well, I guess this it," Max said 
dramatically. Mike rolled his eyes at her. "Thank you. For everything 
Max. Really," Mike said. "No problem," Max replied. Mike went in for 
a hug. He ended up giving her an awkward hug. They were still 
awkward towards each other. But being best friends for the past eight 
months, Mike thought she deserved a hug. When she hugged him 
though, it was a tight awkward hug. She was crushing his ribs, the 
ones that might be broken. Mike kept in the wince that almost 
escaped him. He sometimes forgot how strong she really was. "I'll see 
you tomorrow then?" Max asked. "Oh, yeah. Definitely," Mike replied. 
Max walked up to her door, but turned around to still see Mike 
standing there. He waved to her, and she waved back. She finally 
turned around and entered Hell. 


As Mike saw Max enter her home, he turned around and headed 
home. Another hour and half walk would be fun. Oh, this is totally 
how I saw my evening, Mike thought. He didn't like running but if he 
was going to be on time for dinner, he might as well. With a whinny 
sigh, Mike picked up his pace and started moving his arms. 


When he got home his mom was setting everything on the table. 
Mike bent over to catch his breath. He had to do this eight times on 
the way home. His ribs were on fire, air wasn't getting to them 
quickly. "Michael, did you run all the way home?" his mom asked. 
"Did- didn't wa- want to be l- late," Mike said with big breaths. Dinner 
went well, Mike who always listened and ate silently, was lucky he 
was a fast eater. 

He made way to his room, happy the rest of his family (dad,Nancy, 


and Holly) didn't notice his still forming bruise. When he lie down, 
Mike instantly fell asleep. His dreams wandered to a girl, a very 
specific girl. A soft amber-eyed, curly-golden-haired brunette. 


2. Dealmaker 


Summary for the Chapter: 
troy makes a deal with mike 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This is my story but the fandom is not. Everything 
goes to the Duffer Brothers, the amazing creators. 
They created this world. I just used the characters 
and gave it a bit of a different storyline. This story 
takes place a few weeks after Eleven and Will have 
moved. Mike is the main character through it all. I 
hope you enjoy. 


When Mike woke up, he was expecting it to have been a funny 
dream. But when his ribs started to sear, Mike knew that it hadn’t 
been a dream. A groan came from his body. He rolled over and felt a 
violent jerk in his ribs. When Mike’s hand came to his face, he 
quickly took it off and hissed. It took Mike ten extra minutes for him 
to get ready. When he came downstairs to eat breakfast and was told 
to get to school because it was late, Mike groaned. His mother had 
given him some sort of cream to cover his face wounds before he left. 
He quickly unlocked his bike and put the lock in his bag. Mike slung 
the backpack over his shoulder and made his way to school. The 
wind ripped at his sweatshirt, sending a chill under his t-shirt. Mike 
hated being late. So he pedaled faster. 

When he arrived at school, the first bell was about to ring. Mike ran 
all the way to his locker. Pushing people out of the way to get to 
class. And when he arrived to class a minute early, Mike smiled to 
himself. Then he remembered his bruising face, and he pulled the 
hood of his sweatshirt over his head. 

“Mr.Wheeler? Did you hear me? Mr.Wheeler.” someone distant said. 
Mike shot up, and he felt an awful pain in his ribs. “Huh? Sorry, 
Canada.” Mike answered groggily. “Um... Mike class is over.” Mr. 
Renolds, the history teacher, said. “What!” Mike exclaimed. “Class is 
over.” Mr. Renolds said again. “I’m sorry Mr. Renolds. I didn’t mean 
to fall asleep.” Mike explained, getting all of his stuff in his bag. 
“That’s fine, it seems you had a rough night.” Mr. Renolds said. He 


pointed to Mike’s face. “Did something happen at home?” Mr. 
Renolds asked. “No, my dad would never.” Mike said. “Okay, here’s 
your homework for tonight.” Mr. Renolds said. Mike took the 
homework and shoved it in his bag. He was halfway to the door 
when he heard. “I expect you awake tomorrow’s lesson, Mr.Wheeler.” 
Mr. Renolds was looking right at him. Mike shook his head and 
walked out of the classroom. He made a quick stop at his locker, and 
then ran to class. “You’re late, Wheeler.” said Mrs. Hill. “I know. It 
won’t happen again Mrs.Hill.” Mike said quickly. “It better not 
happen again, Wheeler. Or you will be serving a detention.” she said. 
Mike shook his head and sat down. Precalculus was boring as usual. 
Mike was okay at math, but he hated the class. Chemistry was fun, 
science has always been the one subject Mike was good at. Today, 
Mike was struggling to keep up with his classes. He was beat. 
Literally. 


Mike sighed. Finally, it was lunch time and Mike was dragging his 
feet to the cafeteria. “Hey man, are you okay?” Lucas’s voice floated 
into his head. Mike looked at Lucas. He hadn’t noticed his best friend 
next to him. “Yeah, I’m fine.” he replied. “Max told me what 
happened.” Lucas continued. “Yeah.” Mike said, making his way to 
the line of hungry teenagers. “Well, she told all of us.” Lucas 
continued. Mike shook his head. He grabbed a bottle of water and 
looked at Lucas. “I’m glad she told you.” Mike said, and he paid for 
his lunch. Mike started looking for their friends. He found them and 
started walking to their table. It was only the four of them, and not 
many people wanted to sit with a bunch of nerds, so the rest of the 
table was theirs. “Really?” Lucas asked. “Well, yeah.” Mike replied. 
“So, are you okay?” Lucas asked. “Pm good. My mom gave me some 
sort of cream to soothe the pain.” Mike explained, sitting down at 
their table. Max and Dustin were already there and looked- well Mike 
couldn’t describe how they looked. Upset or guilty. Or both. Mike 
couldn’t tell. “Guys, it’s fine.” Mike said as he sat down. “No, it’s not, 
Mike.” Dustin said. “You got hurt and didn’t go to the hospital.” 
Dustin exclaimed, throwing his arms up. “I’m fine really.” Mike said. 
That seemed to quiet everyone finally. But soon as Mike said that, 
everything went back to normal. Dustin and Lucas arguing about who 
was the best superhero. But Max kept glancing at Mike who was 
watching his friends humorously. 

The day finally ended and Mike was so happy. This time he was 


determined to get to the arcade today. He walked out the school 
doors, and was instantly slammed against the school brick. “I told 
you Wheeler.” Troy’s voice said. “You said what asshole.” Mike said 
smugly. The one of the boys punched him in the stomach. Mike 
started to cough. “I told you to chose. But it seems that beating you, 
doesn’t bother you. So here’s another proposal.” Troy said. “I don’t 
want to hear your dumb proposal.” Mike snarled. “Oh! But yes you 
do. See I have a little thing for that red headed friend of yours. She’s 
really pretty. And your girlfriend too. She’s really pretty, but not as 
pretty as, what’s her name.” Troy said. “um I don’t know.” Alex said. 
“T think her name is Max.” Zack said. “Ah! Yes, Max. Your girlfriend 
is not as pretty as Max.” Troy said. This made Mike angry. He lunged 
forward toward Troy. Zack punched him in the stomach once again. 
There Mike was again, coughing. “Now I know you care for both of 
them. But since your girlfriend isn’t here to protect you, I will give 
you one last chance. It’s a yes or IIl kill the red head.” Troy said. 
“Why?” Mike asked. “What.” he said. “Why do you want me?” Mike 
asked. “Because you are smart and can help me in ways these two 
can’t.” Troy said. “Yes or she dies just like her brother. Accidentally 
and tragic.” Troy said with no emotion on his face. “You’re a 
monster.” Mike snarls at Troy. “I try.” he says. “Fine, but you leave 
Max and my friends alone like you have been.” Mike said. “Okay, but 
if you don’t keep your end of the deal. She. Will. Die.” Troy said. 
They then let Mike go, and left him with his thoughts. 


